8 . ARMS AND THE MAN

RAINA [revolted] It is not the weapon of a gentleman!

THE MAN: It’s good enough for a man with only you to stand
between him and death. [As they look at one another for a
moment, Raina hardly able to believe that even a Serbian of-
ficer can be so cynically and selfishly unchivalrous, they are
startled by a sharp fusillade in the street. The chill of immi-
nent death hushes the man’s voice as he adds] Do you hear?
If you are going to bring those blackguards in on me you
shall receive them as you are.

Clamor and disturbance. The pursuers in the street batter
at the house door, shouting Open the door! Open the door!
Wake up, will you! A man servant’s voice calls to them an-
grily from within This is Major Petkoff’s house: you cant
come in here; but a renewal of the clamor, and a torrent of
blows on the door, end with his letting a chain down with a
clank, followed by a rush of heavy footsteps and a din of tri-
umphant vyells, dominated at last by the voice of Cather-
ine, indignantly addressing an officer with What does this
mean, sir? Do you know where you are? The noise subsides
suddenly.

LOUKA [outside, knocking at the bedroom door] My lady! my
lady! get up quick and open the door. If you dont they will
break it down.

The fugitive throws up his head with the gesture of a man
who sees that it is all over with him, and drops the manner
he has been assuming to intimidate Raina.

THE MAN [sincerely and kindly] No use, dear: I'm done for.
[Flinging the cloak to her] Quick! wrap yourself up: they’re
coming.

RAINA: Oh, thank you. [She wraps herself up with intense relief .

THE MAN [between his teeth] Dont mention it.

RAINA [anxiously] What will you do?

THE MAN [ grimly] The first man in will find out. Keep out of
the way; and dont look. It wont last long; but it will not be
nice. [He draws his sabre and faces the door, waiting].

RAINA [impulsively] L1l help you. Ill save you.

THE MAN: You cant.

ACT I

RAINA: I can. Ill hide you. [She drags him towards the win-
dow]. Here! behind the curtains.

THE MAN [vyielding to her] Theres just half a chance, if you
keep your head.

RAINA [drawing the curtain before him] S-sh! [She makes for
the ottoman.

THE MAN [putting out his head] Remember—

RAINA [running back to him] Yes?

THE MAN: —nine soldiers out of ten are born fools.

RAINA: Oh! [She draws the curtain angrily before him].

THE MAN [looking out at the other side] If they find me, I
promise you a fight: a devil of a fight.

She stamps at him. He disappears hastily. She takes off her
cloak, and throws it across the foot of the bed. Then, with a
sleepy, disturbed air, she opens the door. Louka enters excit-
edly.

LOUKA: One of those beasts of Serbs has been seen climbing up
the waterpipe to your balcony. Our men want to search for
him; and they are so wild and drunk and furious. [She makes
for the other side of the room to get as far from the door as
possible]. My lady says you are to dress at once and to—[She
sees the revolver lying on the ottoman, and stops, petrified].
RAINA [as if annoyed at being disturbed] They shall not search
here. Why have they been let in?

CATHERINE [coming in hastily] Raina, darling, are you safe?
Have you seen anyone or heard anything?

RAINA: I heard the shooting. Surely the soldiers will not dare
come in here?

CATHERINE: [ have found a Russian officer, thank Heaven: he
knows Sergius. [Speaking through the door to someone out-
side] Sir: will you come in now. My daughter will receive you.
A young Russian officer, in Bulgarian uniform, enters,
sword in hand.

OFFICER [with soft feline politeness and stiff military carriage)
Good evening, gracious lady. I am sorry to intrude; but there
is a-Serb hiding on the balcony. Will you and the gracious
lady your mother please to withdraw whilst we search?
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RAINA [petulantly] Nonsense, sir: you can see that there is no
one on the balcony. [She throws the shutters wide open and
stands with ber back to the curtain where the man is bidden,
pointing to the moonlit balcony. A couple of shots are fired
right under the window; and a bullet shatters the glass op-
posite Raina, who winks and gasps, but stands her ground;
whilst Catherine screams, and the officer, with a cry of Take
care! rushes to the balcony).

THE OFFICER [o7 the balcony, shouting savagely down to the
street] Cease firing there, you fools: do you hear? Cease fir-
ing, damn you! [He glares down for a moment; then turns to
Raina, trying to resume his polite manner]. Could anyone
have got in without your knowledge? Were you asleep?

RAINA: No: I have not been to bed.

THE OFFICER [impatiently, coming back into the room] Your
neighbors have their heads so full of runaway Serbs thart they
see them everywhere. [Politely] Gracious lady: a thousand

ACT I

THE MAN: Austrian! not I. Dont hate me, dear young lady. I am
a Swiss, fighting merely as a professmnal soldier. I joined the
Serbs because they came first on the road from Switzerland.
Be generous: youve beaten us hollow.

RAINA: Have I not been generous?

THE MAN: Noble! Heroic! But ’'m not saved yet. This particu-
lar rush will soon pass through; but the pursuit will go on all
night by fits and starts. I must take my chance to get off in a
quiet interval. [Pleasantly] You dont mind my waiting just a
minute or two, do you?

RAINA [ putting on her most genteel society manner] Oh, not at
all. Wont you sit down?

THE MAN: Thanks [He sits on the foot of the bed).

Raina walks with studied elegance to the ottoman and sits
down. Unfortunately she sits on the pistol, and jumps up
with a shriek. The man, all nerves, shies like a frightened
horse to the other side of the room.

pardons. Goodnight. [Military bow, which Raina returns
coldly. Another to Catherine, who follows him out].

Raina closes the shutters. She turns and sees Louka, who
has been watching the scene curiously.

RAINA: Dont leave my mother, Louka, until the soldiers go
away.

Louka glances at Raina, at the ottoman, at the curtain;
then purses her lips secretively, laughs insolently, and goes
out. Raina, highly offended by this demonstration, follows
ber to the door, and shuts it bebind ber with a slam, locking it
violently. The man immediately steps out from behind the
curtain, sheathing bis sabre. Then, dismissing the danger from
bis mind in a businesslike way, he comes affably to Raina.

THE MAN: A narrow shave; but a miss is as good as a mile.
Dear young lady: your servant to the death. I wish for your
sake I had joined the Bulgarian army instead of the other
one. I am not a native Serb.

RAINA [baughtily] No: you are one of the Austrians who set
the Serbs on to rob us of our national liberty, and who offi-
cer their army for them. We hate them!

THE MAN [irritably] Dont frighten me like that. What is it?

RAINA: Your revolver! It was staring that officer in the face all

the time. What an escape!

THE MAN [vexed at being unnecessarily terrified) Oh, is that all?

RAINA [staring at him rather superciliously as she conceives a

poorer and poorer opinion of him, and feels proportionately

more and more at ber ease] 1 am sorry I frightened you. [She

takes up the pistol and hands it to him]. Pray take it to pro-

tect yourself against me.

THE MAN [ grinning wearily at the sarcasm as be takes the pis-

tol] No use, dear young lady: theres nothing in it. It’s not

loaded. [He makes a grimace at it, and drops it disparingly

into his revolver case).

RAINA: Load it by all means.

THE MAN: Ive no ammunition. What use are cartridges in bat-

tle? I always carry chocolate instead; and I finished the last

cake of that hours ago.

RAINA [outraged in ber most cherished ideals of manhood)
Chocolate! Do you stuff your pockets with sweets—like a
schoolboy—even in the field?
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